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        Once you do away with the idea of people as fixed, static entities, then you see that people can change, and there is hope.

      

      

      

      

      
        
        —bell hooks⁠—
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      Episode four follows Rosaleigh Drury as she learns to let love lead. From the moment of conception to her twenty-somethings, all she had was herself. Until Titan ‘Tekk’ King crashed into her life and claimed her heart for his own. While her career reaches new heights, the turbulence shakes the foundation of their forever after. Rosaleigh learns that love is worth the risk.
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      Her senses remained heightened from the moment she crossed the threshold of the renovated warehouse. Her ears strained to hear all the side conversations as she made her way to her reserved section. The doors opened nearly 3 hours ago, so the party was in full swing. Without having to guess, she knew her family had been on the dance floor since they entered the club. The bass rattled her heart as it banged against her ribcage, and she bopped her head to the music. As she reached the section, she stood in awe at the crowd below. The place was nearly packed to capacity. Looking to the heavens, she prayed the fire marshall wouldn’t come and shut them down before they got to the best part of the night. Mama, you always been the life of the party. Holla at the OG for me. I need him to let me finish bringing this blessing home. Your baby girl is finally about to step out and see what that faith do. Rosaleigh kissed her two fingers and raised them to the heavens.

      As hard as she’d work to get this night out of the group chat, everyone assumed she’d be exuding pride and ego. Usually, she was known to step like she was that bitch. But the argument she’d had a moment before the valet ushered her from her luxury car service had her wanting to snatch the mic and send everybody packing. Where excitement should have taken up space, exhaustion settled in. With all the confidence, Rosaleigh knew she was that girl when planning and executing events. Humble wasn’t a word anyone would use to describe her. She’d worked hard for everything she accomplished and ensured people knew it. Megan The Stallion’s Her and Not Nice were her anthems. They didn’t call her the power broker for nothing. She’d used all her connections to ensure this night was a success. Looking around the section, she noticed the empty bottles and cups all over the marble table. Discreetly, she waved the bottle girl over and ordered two more bottles and a round of shots for everyone.

      Rosaleigh sat alone one hour later, babysitting her third drink as she watched her sisters get their lives out on the dance floor. Over the brim of her glass, she let the aromas of her old-fashioned calm her nerves as she took in the scene below her. People from all over the industry joined in showering her client with congratulations as he ventured into the next phase of his journey through the music industry. With a slow sip, she allowed a smile to gracefully jetè across her face. Everyone she held dear was in the same place, existing without a care in the world for the night. And it was all because of her. Yea, I’m really fucking HER! Ain’t nobody fucking with my dividends. Rosaleigh talked her big shit internally as she sat high, overlooking her most outstanding project to date.

      Over the last year, she’d worked tirelessly…and silently to ensure her client’s tour kickoff event was successful. He’d invited some of the biggest names in the entertainment for a night of sheer, unadulterated turn-up. Thanks to the help of her family and a few industry connections, they’d turned Solace Point’s oldest industrial factory into an avante-garde mashup of The Secret Garden and Paid-In-Full. It was an ode to the blossoming of her and her client's career as they embarked on a new journey together, and the hood where met and set the rap game on fire one burnt CD at a time.

      On any given night out with her sisters, she was the self-proclaimed life of the party, but tonight was different. Tonight, her client announced their partnership on a game-changing project. Concrete's ambitions were always astronomical, and she welcomed the rush and pride of helping him accomplish everything the world told him he couldn't. She'd fought hard to keep it secret from her family. It was the first big business move she'd made without their input. She knew they were an unstoppable sonic boom on the industry, and making history together just came naturally. However, that dread still gathered in her stomach when she thought about making money without her siblings. She'd practically damned them all to hell for leaving home all those years ago and leaving her to help her mother run the family business.

      As she watched her siblings take in a glimpse of what her life looked like as a manager, agent, and publicist to the biggest star to ever come out of Solace Point, she thought about all she’d sacrificed for this moment. She thought about how she gave her siblings hell when their mother died. Her desire to keep Rose Marie’s open almost cost her the people she loved most. She’d criticized Rosewynn and Rosan because they were torn between realizing and keeping their mother's dreams alive. Now that she was about to commit her time to something other than Rose Marie’s Jam Bar, an insurmountable feeling of nervousness congregated in her belly. She championed Primrose for continuing their family legacy while grappling with the reality that the one she wanted to build with her late husband would never come to fruition. But with all her criticizing and championing, she never honestly considered their feelings and how they were dealing with losing their mother. But here she was about to announce to the world a new business, a dream she'd recently realized would drastically alter her availability to pull her weight when it came to that same legacy she accused them of abandoning. It felt hypocritical, almost criminal, and not knowing how they would react caused her excitement about the announcement to quell near extinction.

      Though her nerves were all tangled, she expected nothing to go wrong. She expected Primrose, her big sister, to be the always supportive parent-like being she'd always been to her. She expected Rosewynn and Rosan to quell their genuine emotions so as not to cloud her celebration. They'd grown closer since all being back in Solace Point. Still, she held her breath because life always taught her that even a fastened, properly secured shoe could dislodge and drop at any moment.

      Nerves and caution aside, duty called, and as she watched the clock, her heartbeat was in tandem with each passing minute. Her emotions ratcheted up, bringing her nearly to the point of tears. The exacerbation of the liquor caused her to breathe easier as she polished off her third drink. As if on cue, her eyes roamed the crowd below before panning toward the VIP sections to the right of her. Briefly, she held the gaze of one of her client's companions. His orbs seemed to see through to her soul as he captured her attention. He was fine; there was no denying that. But as she forced herself to look away, a smile teasing the corner of his mouth made her giggle into her cocktail as she raised it, tipping it in his direction before taking a sip. She continued to survey the section. Curiosity consumed her as she looked over at the other occupants of the section. There were a bunch of new faces she'd never seen before.

      Almost instantly, her eyes rolled toward the back of her head as she saw the foolery behind the man who captured her with his dark eyes. Concrete, how many times do I have to go over this shit with you? Of all nights. Ugh. She thought they'd reached an understanding, and he would heed the warnings she'd given him leading up to tonight. She filled her champagne flute and guzzled it down, knowing whose presence she'd be once she made that trek across the party. She pulled her phone from her purse and tapped away at the screen. Jamming her earbud into place, she waited not-so-patiently for the call's recipient to answer.

      Looking over at her client, Solace Point's greatest battle rapper and hip-hop sensation, Concrete, she shook her head. Hanging up and dialing again, she stood to exit her section. Taking the private freight elevator, she attempted to call twice before gliding effortlessly across the service hallway to the other side of the venue. Tapping the bodyguard, she laughed as he shook his head.

      “I tried, but you know Concrete, his head is ‘bout as hard as they come,” Bully greeted her with a hug.

      “Thanks, B. I appreciate you always trying to make my job a little easier. Take me up,” she responded.

      Her arms crossed, and her foot careened over and over with the wooden floor of the elevator as she waited until she was granted entry into his section. Once in the massive section that served as a mini club to the one below, she pushed through the crowd until she was right at the velvet rope and curtains that separated his selected crew from the others. Her eyes rolled again as she saw who was the second defense for the night. Tekk’s gaze fell on her, and she instantly tensed up. It had been weeks since she had to be in this man's presence, and though she knew it would happen sooner or later, she was hoping for the latter.

      "You going let me in or continue this stand-off," she asked with much more attitude than he expected. Her neck rolled as her hand rested on her thick hip. Her phone dangled from the other as she waited for him to move out of her way.

      Tekk looked her over. His gaze traveled from her pretty, hot pink painted toes to her tight, track-star calves. Once they landed on her juicy thighs, he licked his plump pink lips, exposing the gold hollowed fangs he wore when working. Nervously, she shifted her weight from one foot to the next as he continued to look at her. Without speaking, he snatched her phone from her and tapped the screen a few times before handing it back.

      “Depends. You finna be in here on some bullshit, or you going let our boy enjoy his night?”

      “I’m always on bullshit when he fucking up the money, now quit acting like you really give a fuck about how much fun he has on any given day and let me in,” she retorted, twisting up her face.

      Tekk chuckled as he tugged on his beard. Licking his lips, he eyed Rosaleigh from head to toe one more time. She squirmed more under his ogling before he pulled her into his frame by her throat. Her breath instantly caught in her chest as her entire existence was engulfed in his aura. She calmed in his grasp as his beard tickled her cheek. Sucking in the air, her icy demeanor thawed with the heat of his words on her skin.

      “I’m gonna let all this slick shit you spitting slide right now because ya peoples is in the building tonight, but just know you going eat every word when I slide through later and don’t fucking block me again,” he gritted his teeth as she spoke lowly in her ear. Tekk grabbed a handful of her ass. With a hard slap, he smiled as it shook in his grasp. Without turning her loose, he ran his tongue up her neck and kissed her temple.

      “Whatever nigga, my locks are changed,” she breathlessly replied.

      “Since when that shit ever stopped me,” he countered, giving her nipple a pinch before stepping aside to let her pass him.

      With her earbud back in her ear, she redialed Concrete's line as she approached him. His tongue was so far down his flavor-of-the-night's throat, and his hand was buried so deep between her legs that he never even saw her approach them. Reaching down, she fished his phone from his pocket with disgust. She'd lost count of how many times she told him not to be so public with how he slang his dick up, down, and across the country. Concrete jumped, instantly reaching into his waistband before realizing he wasn't strapped. He'd just let his bodyguards carry for the night's occasion. By the night's end, he would be thrust into a new public eye, and he didn't want to chance any camera angle getting a glimpse of his Glock.

      “Cool it, hot boy, no need to spray the section,” Rosaleigh announced.

      Rosaleigh handed his concubine the phone and urged her to answer it. With confusion plastered on her brow, the scantily dressed woman pressed the phone to her ear while jamming her finger in the other ear to better hear who was on the other end of the call.

      “Hi, this is Rosaleigh Drury, Concrete's manager, agent, publicist, and soon-to-be business partner. We are about twenty minutes from making the biggest announcement of both our careers, and exactly 30 seconds after that announcement, this entire section will be bombarded with cameras, microphones, and 50 media personnel from around the world. So in the interest of keeping their focus on our business venture and off the little casting couch porn session y’all got going on over here, how much would it cost you to not fuck my client right here on these high-priced velvet seats?”

      “Excuse me! What the fuck did you just…” the woman started, moving the phone away from her ear. She stared Rosaleigh down as she looked unmoved by her reaction.

      "No, we're not going to do all that. It's a simple question that requires a numeric answer," Rosaleigh said.

      Stunned, the woman closed the phone and stormed out of the section. Rosaleigh was used to dealing with the fallout of Concrete's sexcapades. She knew in about a week or two, the young woman would be reaching out to him for some hush money, abortion money, or some other funds. Concrete wasn't tied to any one woman, and he was as single as the summer's day was long, but still, she didn't want him expounding on the playboy reputation she was trying so hard to quell. Being available was one thing, but being linked on the gossip blogs every other week was another media circus she was tired of taming.

      “Now, why the fuck are you always coming off on my ladies so hard. I’m starting to think you want this dick for yourself, LeeLee.” Concrete grabbed his dick through his pants before looking over in Tekk’s direction. Once he knew his cousin wasn't any wiser about what he had just said, he turned his attention back to Rosaleigh. Though Tekk and Rosaleigh tried to keep their thing a secret, everyone in their immediate business circle knew they were more than just employees of Concrete. His cousin was a reformed gangsta and a hothead who did a horrible job of hiding the anger that coursed through him whenever they were at events and men flirted with her. Concrete knew he wasn't above his big cousin slumping him behind some shit he heard him say to his best friend.

      “Nigga, puhleaze, don’t flatter yourself. The way that thing just runs up in whatever, I wouldn't want it within six feet of my vagina. I wouldn't touch that thing with a ten-foot pole. I’m just trynna prevent you from slipping up and fucking up the money. If I could see the show from all the way on the other side of this place, I’m sure the irky ass paparazzi could too. I keep telling you to be a lil’ more discreet with your shit.”

      Concrete ran his tongue over his diamond-covered top row. The custom bricks and roses in the design matched the bar and rose-shaped diamond fangs she sported on her bottom row. He chuckled at Rosaleigh as she took a look around. She only recognized a few faces and wondered who the hell all the other people were. Concrete usually only ran with a select few, and even all of them weren't always permitted to party with him. He was generally very reserved with certain aspects of his image. Though his family was hood royalty, he kept that part of his life far away from his rap career. He wasn't just rapping about gangsta shit; it was in him through and through, but he'd vowed to certain parts of the life behind if Rosaleigh could make the rap shit happen for him. But as they neared their official launch day, he had been a little too relaxed for her liking.

      “Who the fuck are all these people anyway? I never even knew you knew this many people personally.”

      "They are family, a few friends of friends. Did you forget I told you one of the bros is coming home this week? I'd get two events off in one and invite a few homies as his welcome home party. Oh, speaking of, let me introduce you to our first…"

      Rosaleigh looked down at her phone to see a text from Primrose.

      Prim: Where did you go?

      Rosaleigh: Went to check on Concrete, be back over in a second

      Looking out into the crowd, she connected her eyes with her big sister. Waving, she let her know she would be over after she finished with him. It had been five years since her siblings had returned to Solace Point, and she loved having them around. Their return was rocky, and they had so much to work out, but after family therapy sessions and their father's unexpected resurgence in their lives, they were all in a better space. Rose Marie's Jam Bar steadily became a household name beyond their quaint, big, little town. Rosewynn and Rosan worked hard to propel their mother’s legacy into the 21st century. She loved them and wished they were by her side for her entire life.

      “Look, keep it together. If, or should I
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